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man living in a ranch, the other man driving the
mail. In this free western country you cannot
ask many questions as to character. A steady
wrist, a quick eye, a prompt invention, are of more
importance in a servant than the very best testi-
monials from his recent place. Life is too rough
for the nicer rules to come into play. I saw a
fellow in Denver whose name is as well known,
in Colorado as that of Dick Turpin in Yorkshire.
He is said to have murdered half-a-dozen men;
he is free to come and go, to buy and sell; no one
molests him; fear of his companions, and of men
who live by crimes like his, being strong enough
to daunt, for a time, even the Vigilance Committee
and their daring Sheriff. On my return through
the Bitter Creek country, I had the honour of
riding in the mountain waggon with an old road-
agent, who laughed and joked over his exploits,
caring not a jot for either sheriff or judge. One of
his stories ran as follows. He and a wretch like
himself, being out on the road, had been rather
lucky, and having got a thousand dollars in green-
backs in their pouch, they were making for Den-
ver city, where they hoped to enjoy their plunder,
when they saw in the distance five mounted men,
whom my companion said he knew at once to be